THE  GULF OF PEARLS

death, and agreed, when his soul floated upwards, to bend
their heads like the rest of Islam, in reverent sorrow, until
a sign proclaimed that he had been received into Paradise.
Not until then would they resume their normal stance.

"Obediently, and with one accord, they bowed their
heads. The minaret with three balconies hung hers with
the others until the blood rushed to her face. She awaited
the sign with what patience she could muster. What ages
the Prophet's soul took to go to Paradise! How did it
travel? Upon a red velvet cushion with golden tassels,
borne aloft by two white angels? Or had it wings to fly
alone? She was feminine, this minaret, and young; and,
you will remember, she had a Christian upbringing. These
together proved too much for her. Quietly she raised her
head to see for herself. What met her eyes no one will ever
know, but it was enough to transfix her. Which is why that
minaret now fading behind us has a double kink, symboliz-
ing the bow to Muhammad's soul, and the fact that much
as Lot's wife looked back, the minaret looked up.

"Gradually the pearling trade from this town moved
across the Gulf to the Arabian coast. The minaret still
stands, although few worshippers now bend back and
knees in the mosque beneath, in response to the muezzin's
call."

Rumi stopped. Distant mountains arose from the
horizon. A hundred small sails put out to proclaim
Bushire. Our steamer had to tie up at the outer anchorage,
seven miles from the shore.

"Smaller ships," said Rumi, "can approach a couple of
miles or so nearer, but the coast is so shallow that even
motor launches have to skirt the bar at low tide."

A fleet of mahelas, sails set, reached the ship and began
the usual shouting and loading, heaving up and down in
the growing swell. An Iranian family, father, small boy,
and mother dragging one child and carrying another,
descended the gangway to an empty boat. They settled
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